
Benched 

 

 “Harper, over here!” I hear my best friend Taylin Williams call for the ball across the 

basketball court. I chuck the ball, then cut to the basket. Taylin puts the ball back in my hands 

and then I move in for the layup. But as I run, the hoop moves further and further away from me. 

I run harder, pushing myself as fast as I can go, adrenaline pumping through my veins. The 

basket doesn’t stop moving. I use one last burst of speed, but it’s no use. I can’t see anything 

anymore. I’m in total darkness.  

 “Taylin!” I call out, but nobody answers. I’m alone and exhausted. That’s when I wake 

up, screaming.  

 Suddenly a light flickers on and my room is illuminated. I see my brother Owen standing 

in front of me. For a moment, everything seems normal. Owen and Amory are here, Mom and 

Dad are right down the hall, tomorrow morning I have a basketball game like always. But then it 

all comes rushing back to me. The accident, Owen and Amory in college, the empty feeling of 

the house. I gulp. I can’t think about that right now.  

 “Are you okay?” Owen asks, his face a mask of concern.  

 I sigh. “Yeah, just another nightmare.” That nightmare wasn’t anything though compared 

to the one I’m living in. I lift up my blankets and look down. I cringe at what I see.  

 “It’ll get better.” Owen reassures me.  

 “No, it won’t. Go back to sleep Owen.” I say, getting agitated now.  

 “Harper,”  

 But I’ve already pulled the covers back over my head and shut my eyes tight. The 

doctor’s words repeat in my head over and over again. 



 “You’re lucky to be alive.” he had told me. I can still hear my mother’s sobs.  

 Once I know Owen has retreated back to his bedroom, I stand up, close my door, and turn 

the lights back on. No use trying to fall back asleep now. I glance at my clock. 3 a.m.. I slept a 

whole three hours more than I had the night before.  

 “Progress.” I say out loud.  

 I wobble over to my dresser and pick up a family photograph. I’m in the front because 

I’m the shortest. I haven’t really changed all that much since this photo was taken a year ago 

when we were at a lakehouse in Michigan. I still had the same choppy short dark hair, the same 

blue eyes. My mom always said that she wanted a baby with brown hair and blue eyes. To my 

left is Amory, my sister. She’s twenty and is beautiful. She has flawless golden hair with flecks 

of amber, stunning gray eyes, and a smile as wide as Texas. She and my brother look like twins 

standing next to each other. Except Owen got the dimples. That’s the only difference, other than 

their age. Owen is 21. They both take after my mother, who stands in her bright red sundress and 

floppy woven hat, laughing with her arm around my father.  

 Everybody says that I look like my Dad, and I know it’s true. If you didn’t know that 

Amory and Owen were my siblings, you would never be able to tell. We looked like a normal 

family standing in that photograph. But to be honest, none of us knew how to be normal young 

adults and teenagers. All three of the Carson kids have a passion. We eat, breathe, and sleep 

basketball. Owen still plays for Michigan State and is one of the top college basketball players in 

the country. But Amory gave it up when she was accepted to Princeton.  

 “I need to focus on my studies.” she had said. I was so mad at her the day she told me 

that she was giving it all up. Basketball was the only thing we had in common. I didn’t want to 

lose that bond.  



 Upon seeing the look on my face Amory had said, “Don’t worry Harper. I’m still gonna 

be able to beat you at one on one.” That had cheered me up.  

 As for me, I need basketball like a flower needs sunlight. I can’t live without it. I’m one 

of the best basketball players in the country, and at fifteen and in my sophomore year college 

scouts are already trying to recruit me. I remember my parent’s proud faces, and the looks of joy 

that my teammates and coaches carried. But not anymore. That all is gone now.  

 “Don’t go there.” I say to myself. “Don’t go there.”  

 Too late. I’ve already slipped back into the memory. The last thing I saw before I blacked 

out was my one whole leg, and then the blank space where it’s match should be.  

 My vision took me back to the day my life changed forever. I can see every last detail 

like it was yesterday.  

 Taylin and I were walking out of our high school building, both chattering excitedly 

about our first-round playoff game on Saturday. The cool crisp November air whips at my hair 

and loose sweatshirt, and my teeth chatter ever so slightly. Today was Wednesday, but there was 

an exciting hum in the air since tomorrow was Thanksgiving and there was no school for the rest 

of the week.  

 “We have to win the playoff game.” Taylin said, not a note of doubt in her voice. I had 

always wished I had Taylin’s confidence. Sure on the outside I seemed tough as a rock, but on 

the inside I normally was trembling with fear.  

 “You know,” Taylin started talking again, using her pleading voice. I braced myself for 

what was coming next. “You and I could try out that play.” 

 “Tay, no. We showed it to Coach Jennings, and you know what she said.” 



 “Yeah, I remember. Too risky, blah blah blah, jeopardize our lead, blah blah blah.” 

Taylin mimicked our extremely petite but feisty and strict coach. It wasn’t very convincing 

though. Taylin was taller than most of the boys in our grade, other than the jocks. She had long 

silky blonde hair that I would die for, and full red lips, and rosy cheeks. Taylin had been my best 

friend since kindergarten, but lately she has been changing. She started wearing makeup, tighter 

clothes, and she all of a sudden canceled plans and then posted pictures of her hanging out with 

the cheerleaders. That really hurt me, but I didn’t show it.  

“Come on Harper! You have to live a little!” Taylin began talking again. The play Taylin 

was referring to was something she and I had whipped up on our own. As the team’s point guard, 

I dribble down the court and make a quick pass to her. Then I cut to the basket, fake a shot, and 

then make a cross-court pass to Taylin standing on the edge of the three throw line. Taylin never 

misses that shot. But cross-court passes are risky, especially at our level. It would have to be 

executed perfectly. 

“Tay, no.” I say, firmer this time.  

“Ugg, fine.” she says. We had reached the parking lot now, and I heard a car horn beep.  

“Tay!” someone yells. I look over in the direction of the noise. Lydia Rosen is waving at 

Taylin from the passenger seat of star QB Ryder Swan’s red convertible. She has her designer 

shades on and looks like your stereotypical high school popular teenager. Ryder honks again.  

“We’re going out! Want to come!” Lydia shouts. The other kids in the car gesture for 

Taylin to come. Two boys sit in the back seats. I recognize them as Ryder’s wide receivers. Twin 

brothers Tommy and Carter Jenkins smile at us. They both have similar mannerisms, but they 

aren’t identical. On the cushioned bump in the back of the convertible sit Nichola Simms and 

Greta Copper. They looked like clones of Lydia, just with red and black hair.  



Taylin turned to me. “You don’t mind if I go, do you?” she asked, her eyes pleading.  

“Go.” I said. “I have to study anyway. Have to bring that C in English up.”  

“You could come with us you know.” Taylin offered. I knew she was just being nice, 

plus I didn’t really feel like I belonged.  

“Nah, I’m okay. You go ahead.”  

Taylin grinned, hugged me, and then rushed off. She jumped on the seat with Nichola and 

Greta. Tommy said something to Taylin that made her laugh. She looked so at home, so perfect 

with those girls. I felt a pang of jealousy and watched as they drove off. I sighed and continued 

my walk home. Since our town was so small, the high school was only about 5 blocks away from 

my house. I saw Mrs. Williams trimming her rose bushes in the yard next to mine. Taylin and I 

had been neighbors as well as best friends our whole lives.  

“Hey, Mrs. Williams!” I call out.  

Mrs. Williams looks up and even after seeing her every day I am still stunned by how 

much she looks like Taylin. Sometimes when she drives us to games and parties, people think 

she’s Taylin’s sister. It drives Taylin crazy, but Mrs. Williams loves it.  

“Hello Harper!” she responds. “Where’s Taylin?”  

“Out with some friends.” I answer, trying to keep the sadness out of my voice. 

Mrs. Williams sighs. “That girl.” she mutters.  

I leave Mrs. Williams to her gardening and continue up my driveway to my house. We 

live in a standard dark blue colonial with white paneling. When I let myself in through the 

garage, I notice only one car is parked. When I step inside, I immediately smell the aroma of 

fresh-baked brownies drifting from the kitchen. I find my Dad standing at the counter, taking the 

brownies out of the oven. He hums silently while he works.  



“Hi, Dad.” I say.  

“Hiya Harper!” he replies, shutting the oven doors. “How was school?” 

I shrug. “Fine.” 

He laughs. “That’s what you always say.” 

When I’m silent, Dad’s cheery presence wilts. “Okay, what’s wrong?” he asks.  

“Nothing.” I mumble, just wanting to be left alone.  

“Ya know,” he starts, “a brownie always makes me feel better when I have a problem.”  

So I sat down, and he placed a ginormous brownie and tall glass of milk in front of me. I 

dug in, and between mouthfuls told him all about Taylin and her changing, and then about my 

feelings of loneliness. Dad listened intently, never interrupting. When I finished, I strangely felt 

better. It was like a huge weight had been lifted off of my chest.  

“Honey, you just have to put yourself out there.” my father suggested. “Either hang out 

with Taylin and her new friends, or make some new ones yourself and just do things with Taylin 

when she’s free.”  

I didn’t know how my dad could make this sound so simple. I wasn’t really one for 

putting myself out there.  

I tried to change the subject. “Where’s Mom?”  

Now it was Dad’s turn to sigh. “Looking at carpets.”  

I had to fight the urge to laugh. Ever since the Williams remodeled their house last year, 

Mom has been obsessed with making our home more modern. It’s kind of become her part-time 

job. Dad’s totally against it though. He likes things the way they are.  

“So, what are you going to do?” he asked me. 



At first, I had no idea what he was talking about. But then I realized that Dad was 

referring to the whole Taylin situation.  

“I honestly don’t know.” I said, having trouble keeping the hopelessness out of my voice. 

“Just text her. It’s a Wednesday night before a break. They’ll still be out.” And with that, 

Dad winked at me and then went back to doing his chocolatey dishes.  

Dad was right. Based on Taylin’s latest posts on social media, she and her new friends 

were still out, having a blast. They were hanging out at The Edge. The Edge was located in the 

thickest part of the forest. It was a stone cliff/ledge that overlooked a small stream running 

through the woods. Most teenagers and college students chose that coveted spot to hang out.  

I started to text Taylin, asking her if she would like some company when I suddenly 

deleted all of my writing. Then I tried to compose a text again. And again. And again. I sighed 

with aggravation, wondering why I couldn’t get up the courage to send a simple message to my 

best friend. I took a deep breath, tapped a couple of buttons, and then hit send. I waited with 

anticipation as the message went from sent to read. I held my breath as Taylin texted me back.  

Sure. That was all she said. I let out a sigh of relief and tried to take her vague answer as 

a good thing. I went to my window and stuck my hand outside, trying to get a feel for how cold it 

was. I shivered and then decided to throw on my most stylish pair of ripped jeans and a navy 

blue hoodie. I combed my hair and put on a thin layer of lip gloss and mascara. I messed up the 

makeup a couple of times due to the fact that I never wear it. After looking in the mirror one last 

time, I scrambled down the stairs and tried to get out the door before being questioned by my 

father. I had just gotten down to the kitchen when I heard excited voices in the hallway leading 

to the front door.  

Uh oh. I thought. I slowly stepped towards the voices, trying to keep my head down.  



“Harper!” my sister Amory screeched. She ran towards me and threw her arms around 

my neck. “It’s so good to see you!” 

“Hey little sis.” Owen grabbed me by the waist and threw me over his shoulder. I laughed 

and playfully kicked him in the gut to get him to put me down.  

“Hey honey.” my mother Julia Carson kisses me lightly on the cheek. I look up to see her 

confused expression. “Are you going somewhere?” 

“Yeah actually-” I started, wondering how to finish. “I’m going to meet Taylin and some 

other friends. Just to hang out.” 

My mother frowns. “Did you forget that Amory and Owen were coming home today?” 

I wanted to kick myself. Yes, I had forgotten that my siblings were both coming home 

today. And yes, I had forgotten that Amory waited at our local airport for two whole hours for 

Owen’s flight to come in, and yes I had forgotten that Mom had driven out of her way to pick 

them up. But most importantly I had forgotten one of the major Carson house rules. When the 

kids come in from school, the first night is a family night. Amory and Owen had just arrived for 

their Thanksgiving break.  

“Mom, please?” I begged. “Dad said I could go out, and tomorrow is Thanksgiving so 

we’re going to be together anyway, and I don’t have school tomorrow, so can it be just this one 

time?” I almost ran out of breath after that spiel.  

My mother shot daggers with her eyes at my father. An awkward silence blanketed the 

room. Owen walked up to me and stared me down. Then his face broke into the widest, most 

mischievous smirk I have ever seen.  

“Are you wearing makeup?” he choked out, almost bursting into laughter.  

I felt my cheeks flush and my neck go hot.  



“You never wear makeup! Oh, what has happened to my little sister!” Owen laughed 

hysterically, and I knew I was never going to hear the end of this.  

Thankfully, Amory saved me.  

“Oh Owen,” she said, “shut up or I’ll call every girl on your contact list and tell them that 

you still sleep with a teddy bear!”  

That got Owen to go quiet real fast. “Fine.” he said, but I could tell I was going to be 

taunted more later.  

Amory took a good long look at my face. She walked up to me and took a compact out of 

her purse. She began delicately applying the blush to my face.  

“If you’re going to wear makeup, then you might as well do it properly.” she said, still 

fixing me up. I couldn’t believe this was my sister, the same girl who once thought that wearing 

leggings meant she was “dressing up”.  

Owen had to run upstairs to keep from cracking up again. He made a wise choice in my 

opinion. My mother, who had seemed to take pity on me, gave me permission to go to The Edge, 

but I had to be back by eleven and stay with the family for the whole day tomorrow.  

“No exceptions.” she said, with a stern voice. I decided to come home at 10:45, just to be 

safe.  

“Can you drive me?” I asked her.  

Mom shook her head. “I have to start getting ready for the holiday tomorrow, and don’t 

even think about asking your father because he is helping me clean.” 

I sighed and proceeded to ask Amory, but she couldn’t either. “I have to start writing a 

paper due at the end of the break.” she explained. I stuck my tongue out at her and then peeked 

inside my brother’s room. He was at his computer, watching basketball clips. 



When I walked in, he tore his eyes away from the screen and looked at me with his smirk.  

“What do you want?” he asked, clearly amused. 

“Why do you always assume I want something?” I countered, still mad from his previous 

display.  

“Easy Harper, just kidding.” he turned back to the game.  

I sighed. “Actually, I need you to drive me to The Edge.” 

Owen smiled. “And why would I do that?”  

“Because if you don’t, I’ll tell Amory that you laughed in my face again.”  

That sure got him moving fast. In almost no time, we were in Mom’s car on the way to 

The Edge.  

“Do you know where we’re going?” I questioned after we had been driving for a few 

minutes. 

“I was the big man on campus in my day, little sis. I basically lived at The Edge.” I hated 

listening to Owen brag, but he was giving me a ride. He turned the radio up as high as it would 

go, and we bounded down the road, definitely speeding. After only about ten minutes of driving, 

we arrived at the path leading into the deep forest. I climbed out of the car and started walking 

towards the woods.  

“Need me to walk you in?” Owen called from his place in the car.  

“Nah, I got it.” I responded, sounding more sure of myself than I was.  

“I’m making Amory come and get you!” Owen shouted as he started the engine and 

drove away.  



I knew from Taylin’s stories that The Edge really wasn’t that deep into the forest, but in 

the pitch black the walk felt like an eternity. I was completely alone, and the wind whipped at my 

face, stinging my eyes. My nose felt like it was going to freeze off.  

“So this is what normal teenagers do for fun.” I mumbled to myself.  

After a lifetime of walking, I finally heard voices coming from about a hundred feet 

away. I broke into a speed walk, following the shouts of fun and joy. When I got to The Edge, I 

almost lost my footing on the rough stone surface, but quickly regained my balance. I looked 

around and was surprised to find that it wasn’t just Taylin, Lydia, Ryder, Tommy, Carter, 

Nichola, and Greta hanging out here tonight. The majority of the varsity football players mingled 

around with all members of the cheer squad and dance team. I even recognized some baseball 

and volleyball players in the midst. Some boy basketball players were laughing off to the side, 

but I saw none of my teammates other than Taylin.  

Speaking of Taylin, I kept looking around until I finally spotted her light blonde locks 

bouncing around right by the cliff’s edge. She was in a tight huddle with Lydia, Greta, and 

Nichola, and they were giggling about some secret that had just been shared. When Taylin 

looked up, I waved, and she gestured me over.  

“Hey Harper!” she said, turning back to the other girls. Taylin began to introduce us. 

“Harper, Lydia, Lydia, Harper, Harper, Gre-”  

I cut Taylin off. “Tay, I think we all know each other. We’ve been in the same class since 

like, 4th grade.” 

Taylin shrugged, then giggled again.  

“So what do we do exactly at The Edge?” I asked, hoping not to sound like I was bored.  

“We just hang!” Greta yelled. She had to shout to be heard over all of the other voices.  



“Oh.” was all I could muster. I honestly thought that it would be more exciting, from the 

way Taylin made it sound.  

“Do you want some punch?” Nichola asked. 

“No thanks, I’m alright.” I answered.  

Lydia still hadn’t said anything to me and she didn’t seem particularly happy about my 

arrival either.  

“So, Harper,” Lydia finally said, “How’d you find out about our little party tonight?” As 

she said this, Lydia twirled her hair around her finger, and seemed to be trying to act like she was 

superior to me.  

“Tay invited me to go with you guys after school today.” I responded with a chirpy voice.  

“Oh, she did now.” Lydia said in a voice that flowed like venom and honey at the same 

time. 

Taylin’s face went red. That’s one thing about Taylin. When she blushes, it’s not just her 

cheeks. Her nose, ears, and neck also turn a deep shade of scarlet. I immediately felt bad for 

bringing Taylin into this. Clearly, she hadn’t wanted anyone to find out that I was her plus one. 

Just then, a horrid thought crossed my mind. What if Taylin had just invited me earlier out of 

pity? What if she had expected me to say no, and that’s the only reason that she asked me to 

come with her?  

Now I was the one who was starting to go red. Lydia smiled evilly and yawned. “Well 

girls, let’s go talk to some more people.” She began sashaying away from me, and Nichola and 

Greta followed.  

“I’ll catch up with you guys in a minute!” Taylin called, but the girls didn’t turn around.  

Taylin grabbed my arm and jerked me aside, definitely harder than necessary.  



“What is your problem?” she hissed.  

“What do you mean?” I asked defensively.  

“I mean, why the heck did you tell Lydia that I was the one who invited you here!” 

Taylin shrieked. A couple of people looked over at us.  

“Well, considering that that was the truth, I thought it would be okay. Besides, you never 

told me not to tell her!” I countered.  

“Harper, I just invited you because I felt bad for you! You’re only friends are the girls on 

our basketball teams and you don’t even hang out with them outside of the sport! You don’t have 

any real friends, and everybody thinks you’re strange! I thought you would say no to me, like 

every other time before that! Just you being here with me will totally ruin my reputation with the 

other girls!” Taylin screamed at me. 

For a minute, I was too stunned to answer. Finally, I said, “Well, I wouldn’t want to ruin 

your reputation then, now would I?”  

I began stalking off, trying to keep my stinging eyes from letting any tears fall.  

“Harper,” Taylin began in a softer tone, but before she could follow me I saw Lydia grab 

Taylin’s hand and steer her back into the crowd. When I was off of The Edge, I looked back and 

saw Taylin immersed in a conversation, laughing with the cheerleaders. I turned around and 

sprinted back down the unlit path, huge tears spilling from my eyes and then freezing on my 

face. When I got back to the spot Owen had dropped me off, I sat down on a rock and sent a 

quick text to Amory.  

I need you. Was all that I said, but I knew it would do the trick.  

I’m coming, she responded. I put my face in my lap and loud, shaky sobs slipped out of 

my mouth. My breathing became ragged, and the world went blurry. When Amory pulled up in 



front of me, I was all cried out and too exhausted for another sound to escape my mouth. Amory 

got out of the car and lugged me up into the passenger seat. She started the engine and we drove 

home in silence. My sister knew when to let me be. When we pulled into our driveway, Amory 

rummaged around in her purse and pulled out a makeup wipe. She handed it to me without 

saying a thing.  

I felt so grateful at that moment to have a sister who understood me. I thought I had that 

with Taylin, but I guess not. When this thought passed through my mind, I broke down and 

resumed my crying session. Amory pulled my head onto her lap and hugged me tight, rocking 

back and forth. She gently stroked my hair, and I could just tell she knew what had happened 

back at The Edge. I don’t know how long we stayed like that, but eventually I found the strength 

to wipe my face, unbuckle my seatbelt, and trudge up to my room.  

Luckily when I got inside, Mom and Dad were too focused on their cleaning to notice 

me, and Owen nowhere in sight. I went upstairs and slammed the door to my bedroom, and 

flopped on the bed.  

“I don’t have a best friend anymore.” I whispered to myself. I shut my eyelids tight and 

willed myself to fall asleep. Eventually I did, but I was awoken by the sound of a car pulling into 

Taylin’s driveway. I got up and looked out the window, only to see Taylin hopping out of Ryder 

Swan’s car. Ryder, Lydia, Tommy, Carter, Greta, and Nichola all waved and laughed as Taylin 

went inside her house. I convinced myself I was having a nightmare and fell back asleep. I didn’t 

wake up until the morning.  

When I awoke, I was groggy and in a vile mood. I looked at my phone screen, only to 

find about a hundred missed calls and texts from Taylin.  



“Too late for her.” I grumbled, and I blocked her number. As I was walking down the 

stairs I heard a deep rumbling noise coming from my stomach. I really hoped that Dad was 

making his traditional pumpkin pancakes on Thanksgiving morning. When I stepped into the 

kitchen, Amory was whisking batter, Owen was making fresh orange juice, Mom was putting a 

turkey in the oven, and Dad was flipping pancakes.  

“Look who finally decided to join us.” Owen said, his signature smirk reappearing.  

“Relax O, it’s only nine.” Amory came to my defense as she handed Dad the newly 

mixed batter.  

I hopped onto one of the bar seats at our countertop and was about to reach for a stack of 

steaming pancakes when Owen grabbed my hand.  

“No ya don’t.” he teased. “Somebody has to make the warm apple syrup.”  

I sighed and started making the concoction. When everybody had finished their assigned 

jobs, we sat down at the table and began to dig in. Mom and Amory took slow bites and used 

forks, while Dad, Owen, and I pigged out and stuffed as much as we could into our mouths at 

once. When everybody had finished their breakfast, I cleared the table, Owen and Amory did the 

dishes, and Mom and Dad put the food away. We fell back into our old routine so easily that I 

almost forgot that Owen and Amory didn’t live with us anymore.  

I was so full I felt like throwing up, but that was okay. In the Carson household, on 

Thanksgiving, you only ate breakfast and dinner, so that you can have a ginormous one of each 

meal. I was about to retreat back to my bedroom to get dressed for the day when my mother 

cleared her throat.  

“We have some plans today.” she announced. I groaned. I had been hoping to spend a 

casual day with my siblings, preferably inside and away from Taylin. Mom ignored me and 



continued. “The whole family is going Thanksgiving mini-golfing!” Mom gave her news with a 

wide cheeky grin on her face. 

Huh. Mom had finally figured out how to win over this family. Normally we do 

something boring like go to a museum, but mini-golfing wasn’t so bad.  

“We leave in two hours.” she continued, seeming relieved that nobody had protested.  

I took this as my cue to go upstairs and get ready for the day. I pulled on a pair of grey 

sweatpants and a Nike shirt with a simple basketball design on the front. Then I pulled on my 

hightops, brushed my hair into a ponytail, grabbed my basketball, and headed outside. I needed 

to burn off the steam from the night before on the court. Before I began shooting I checked to 

make sure all of the lights in Taylin’s house were out. Yep. They must be sleeping in due to the 

holiday. I didn’t want her seeing me.  

I began my normal shooting warmup routine, starting by making some simple shots from 

both of the blocks and moving backward. When I had swished all seven shots, I moved on to 

layups, then three-pointers. I was really on fire today. Whenever I shot the ball, I just thought of 

my resentment towards Taylin, but also Lydia. I got into a rhythm, taking all of my aggression 

out on the ball and net. I was in the zone. Nothing could phase me. And then I heard the 

Williams’s door slam and I looked up to see Taylin exiting the house still in pajamas.  

I felt my cheeks and neck grow red hot, and all of a sudden I lost my focus entirely. I 

didn’t want Taylin to see that she had thrown me off so I put up another shot. But due to the 

distraction, I airballed it and the basketball went bouncing into the street. Seething with anger 

and embarrassment I ran after it. Everything in the next few seconds happened so fast. I didn’t 

hear Taylin yelling for me to watch out. I didn’t hear Owen banging on our windows trying to 

get my attention. When I was just a few feet away from the ball I tripped on my untied shoelace 



and fell to the ground. One leg slipped underneath me while the other was stretched out. I used 

my hands to brace the fall.  

By now I was sprawled out in the middle of the street, my hands covered in asphalt. I was 

vaguely aware of Owen scrambling outside, or Taylin sprinting towards me. I wasn’t registering 

what they were trying to say. I was so blinded by my white-hot anger. I turned my head just in 

time to see a big black pick-up truck speeding towards me. I had zero time to react. The truck ran 

over my left leg, and everything turned red. Fire filled my lower body and everything was 

stinging and throbbing. I had never been in so much pain. Suddenly everything went numb, and I 

blacked out.  

I woke up in my room to my mother shaking me.  

“Harper, wake up!” she shrieked.  

I opened my eyes and looked around. Mom, Dad, Amory, and Owen all stood above me 

with terrified expressions on their faces. I slowly sat up, but then winced from the pain it was 

causing the tiny stump that was now my left leg. A thick and heavy bandage covered up the 

injury.  

“Did I do it again?” I asked.  

“Yeah.” Amory whispered, her face white.  

“Honey, you have to stop giving in to the memories.” Dad said, his eyes bloodshot. “You 

can’t keep blacking out like this.” 

I shuddered, remembering the days after the accident. All of the blood everywhere, the 

hospital, the doctors, and the talk of life and death. But most of all, the sinking feeling that I 

could never play basketball again.  

All of a sudden, I burst into tears. My mother grabbed me and held me close.  



“Mom!” I sobbed. “It always hurts!”  

“I know sweetie.” she spoke in her soft and soothing voice.  

“Everybody already thought I was strange!” I yelled. “And now I only have one leg! Why 

did this happen to me!”  

“Hey, can you leave us alone?” Owen asked.  

“Owen,” my dad cautioned.  

“I got this Dad.” Owen assured him. Amory, Mom, and Dad filed out of the room. I 

stumbled over to my bed and sat down. Owen sat right next to me.  

“Owen, I don’t need this right now!” I shouted angrily.  

“Look Harper, something bad happened to you, but that doesn’t mean your life is 

ruined.” Owen said.  

“Something bad?” I shot back. “Something bad! I got run over by a car and lost my leg 

Owen! Nothing worse could possibly have happened!” 

“You could have died.” Owen’s voice was calm and tiny. I had never seen this side of my 

jokester brother before.  

I sighed. “But what do I do now?” I whispered. My voice was barely audible.  

“You play.” Owen answered, his voice filled with passion. “You have to keep playing.” 

“But how?” I asked, skepticism in my voice.  

Owen smiled, a real sincere one. “You practice. That’s how you learned to play 

basketball in the first place, right? You just have to figure it out again.”  

I nodded. “What time is it?”  

“4 a.m.”  

“Get your shoes on.” I ordered.  



“Alright, little sis. Where are we going?”  

“To play.” I answered.  

“I’m going to kill you.” Owen taunted.  

“Probably for now.” I said. “But pretty soon that’ll change.” 

“That’s the spirit.” Owen said, patting me on the back.  

I laughed, the first one in a long time. Maybe in the morning, I would give Taylin a call 

and we could shoot hoops. If she accepted me with one leg, then she really was a real friend. 

Besides, I learned that life was too short to waste time being mad at people. I needed to focus on 

doing what I loved, with the people I loved. One leg or not. No matter what, I wasn’t going to be 

benched anymore.  

 


